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We suggest, therefore, that you give a little thought
to this subject while you are with us. Was it an accident ?
Was it a misfortune? Was it a mishap that brought you
here? Think this over. We think about it a great deal.

Young Watson's case vividly recalled my own first acquain-
tance with Detroit. It was in mid-August. We had threshed
the wheat, the day before, and my father and my uncle were
starting, that morning, on a few days' fishing trip. I had
strongly hinted that I should like to go along, but there
seemed no room for me.
Barnum and Bailey's big show was to be in Detroit that
day. I knew better than to ask if I might go. I had saved
something like six dollars, which would be ample to cover
expenses; but I knew I should be reproached if I squandered
my money in this manner. But, having been left out of the
fishing excursion, after a hard summer's work, I felt that
I was badly treated and would be quite justified if I helped
myself to a day's outing.
Father and Uncle Jim were to start at five. I quietly
sneaked out of the house at four, walked three miles to the
little station at Wimple, and waited for the milk-train to
come along. Arriving in Detroit at noon, I took a street-car
to the circus grounds where I spent one of the most exciting
days of my life. I saw it all: the menagerie, the demobiliza-
tion of the garish parade, the circus and spectacular pageant
"The Burning of Rome." I also patronized several units of
the side-show. It was six-thirty before I left the grounds
and boarded a crowded street-car for the business district.
My train did not leave until nine-thirty.